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SIVULLINEN 


click 


some people not on this disk 


the cursor flashes 


billie holiday 
wails 


the sun makes _ 
once a day 
shadows 


electric light 
says 6:33 


stomach says supper 


C. Ra McGuirt is overdue 

6680 Charlotte Avenue #H-9 

Nashville, TN 37209 wallet says no more 
dominos 


and the cursor 
keeps on 
flashing. 


common sense says 
the cupboard is full 


soul says fuck it: 
feed me instead 


my uncertain lover 
is over the sea 


little kings quarts 
are down 


to a dollar and 


a quarter 
i didn't come here a 


to kill your 

oe and the cursor 
kee " ¥ 

i only brought you ps on flashing: 

his suicide 

Meu there is no poem 
there is no poem 


try) toe kilt ve : 
the messenger re is no poem 


ie forthcoming. 


I \ on C.Ra McQuirt 


pacifist 


i only hit people 


Se TRY SUICIDI 


) {A cancenrenrerernrerevaccceceeereerecarecucervanceerencecneceeTermTTUes 
i don't like it. 


BESTIAL FACES 
Bestial faces glare 
Hatred burns in pig-like eyes, 
Watching from nearby. 
A_ COBRA POISED 
A cobra is poised 
Rearing, readying to strike, 
Inches from your face. 
THE CREDITOR 
You sold your soul 
For mere fortune and fame; 
But now the creditor calls. 
DEATH WALKERS 
Night walkers stumble 
Through the dark and deserted streets, 
On legs stiff from death. 
DESIRES 
Prowling late at night 
Out searching for victims, 
To sate his desires. 
THE HELL HOUND 
Evil, snarling beast 
Breathing fire and brimstone, 
As it hunts by night. 
MIDNIGHT IN HELL 
Lost souls tormented by 
Fiends with razor-sharp fangs, and 
Lethal black talons. 
NIGHT WALKERS 
Evil creatures walk 
Through the dark night streets, 
Of a village lost to fear. 
STRANGERS OF THE NIGHT 
Strangers of the night: 
Vile abominations which, 
Stalk this haunted Earth. 

PJ. Roberts 
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SILVER BLACK 


Less field language of familiar 
articulate viscuous 
heartfelt glow surrounding 
strength to a minimum 
discharge boundary 
that tries to be enough. 


Expected alien foot and thunder 
running through the temple 
overnight stigma 

fundamental myriad 

said so much about the part 

I may find curious. 


Motive set on fire 

in the very flesh 

story escape of projection 
furrowed memory dwelling 
edge by mirror to imagine 
rain or wind not substituted 
for something else. 


Burst of continuing 

gallows music 

door uncovered upon the waiting 
appendage no longer forgiven 
denial the world shown 

spirit more ready 

as it will become. 
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ae 


Mere now to decide tc 


MISSION NORMAL 


Circumstance crushed a motive 
that is indifferent to ordinary life. 
Endless viewpoints trapped 

in the frozen powerhouse 

of yesterday's imagination. 


Photographic likeness knocking 
on a wall of blood red mirrors 
and the choices they care about. 
Anxious image being undercut 
at the flick of an unseen switch. 


Trouble at the edge 
transubstantiated into 

a battlefield and uniforms 

that cover the current landscape 
with a deluge of facts. 


Mechanical dynamic pastiche. 
Disparate ahistorical response. 
Postmythical horizon 

turning around forever 

in the blind light of nowhere else. 


the things,t 


@ 


AMERICAn DREAjy ~< 


Dear Jouni, 


Taxes on the rise here and our unemployment figure is misleading 

as during the Reagan years they began counting all military personel 
as employed americans and that brought the figure down 2 points or 
more. I would say we average 10-11 percent on the national level 

my job is steady but dumb without a raise in 5 years. If not for the 
fact that I have a room in my Uncles house for 400 a month I would not 
be able to afford real estate around here. 650-1000 for a studio. 

1 bedroom apt start about 900. You also cant pick up a local newspaper 
without reading about who shoot whom. Last week a jamacian gunman opene 
fire on the Train killing 5 and putting 13 in the hospital. Yesterday 
someone else opened fire with an automatic weapon. Every day, every 
state it's happening. The KENTUCKY FRIED CHICKEN 3 blocks from here 

was robbed and afterwards they shot and killed everyone there. 

I guess you heard about all the german tourists killed in Florida 

as well as all the others. Nobody seems to give a shit if they live 

or die in this country anymore. It's like anything goes. I blame the 
quote unquote AMERICAN DREAM for this. I think the realization sunk 

in to people's heads that not everyone in this country is going to 

make it to the top and the ones that do are going to piss on you. 

As the top 5 percent get richer to maintain that equilibrium more 

and more people are going to be shoved to the bottom and told to 

eat shit. Taxes take more of my paycheck than I have left to live on 
they're aint no fuckin american dream and 1 in 5 american teenagers 
will compteplate or succeed in doing the suicide thing. Two honor 
students, childhood friends did the railroad tracks a few weeks ago. 
AMERICA home of the rich and the impoverished. 

Finland has got to be better and what is the Helsinki accord? 

was it a movie with Michael caine or what? 


ls 
FINLAND IS NOT BETTER 


merry x-mas 
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TWO LABORERS AND MRS. GRANDMA AND 
THE MYSTERIOUS LEVITATING MACHINE 


I used to lay carpet long before 
entertaining a writing career -and one 
time we had a job at an apartment 
where lived an ancient woman whose 
hands & head shook slightly all of 
the time. After we started to move 
the furniture from the living room to 
an outside patio area she begged us to 
stop. "Do you have to move it all out? 
1’1] never be able to remember how all 
of it goes back," she said. My partner 
explained it to her. "Ma’am, we gotta 
move it all out so we can pull up the 
old carpet and padding and replace it 
with the new carpet and padding.” She 
seemed puzzled. Her hands and head 
shook a little more. "You mean to tel] 
me," she said, “that you don’t have 

a machine that’1l] raise the furniture 
up into the air while you work under- 
neath it?" I looked at my partner and 
he looked at me and we Knew it was 
gonna be one of those 1 o n g Mondays. 


"THE QUIET ONES ARE ALWAYS CRAZY." 


That’s what the old guy sitting next 
to me at the bar said. He pointed to a mani 
sitting alone at the end of the bar. “He’s 
one, a crazy. Never says anything but “Bud 
Light’. Just stares at the bar top." 

I took a hit off my whiskey sour and 
said, "Maybe he likes being alone. A lot of 
people do. Or maybe his wife and kids died 
or something else terrible." 

The old guy waved me off. "Oh, no, he 
has been here forever every night sitting 
right there by hisself. He’s CRAZY I tell 
you. I bet he’s Killed people." 

I finished off my drink and ordered 
another one. I bought one for the old guy 
and told the bartender to give the fella 
at the end of the bar a Bud Light. 

The old man shook his head and said, 
“Man, you may be the crazy one for buying 
that guy a beer. Why would ya waste your 
drink money on him? He ain’t worth it." 

I arched my head back and lifted the 
glass and poured the liquor down my throat. 
I slammed the glass down onto the bar top 
and looked the old guy straight in the face 
and said, "Because I WAS crazy once. I was 
in the nut house on Eighth Avenue for THREE 
YEARS. I never saw that guy in there." 

The old guy quickly finished his drink 
and left the bar. I ordered another whiskey 
sour and sat next to the man at the end of ROBERT oon ners 


A m 4405 BELLAIRE DRIVE SOUTH # 220 
the bar. We sat there in peace and quiet. FORT WORTH, TX 76109 USA 


THE QUIET. BOIL 
by 
Gregory G. Nyman 
Coddle and dish out. Everyone freaks out and digs deep to give "a 


little something" to the needy. So it's understood and so it goes. 


I'm not opposed to charity but I get a little pissy when someone 
pulls on my expensive coat. 

The card says "give what you can," only I want to slam and do the 
whole lot of them in. If you look at my hands and the face I once had, 


you'd understand why I'm such a miserable man. 


If I had do it over again, I would've chosen automatic weapons instead of 
the stealth of a blade. And I never would've taken their money and mixed it 
with blood. Never, although I could've done a lot worse than kiss the silver 
I stole. 

The day I was first. accosted, I gave birth to a pair of twin knots 
and my first response was to stare at the interruption. I looked at the 
little guy's card which was supposed to make my prick hard, and instead of 
emptying the money in my wallet, I shred his card and put it back in his 


sweaty palm. Some things had been worth the quiet boil. 


What a ballsy scam, I thought, although everyone played the game. No 
one refused Little Boy Blue because he was either deaf, dumb, or blind. It 
was such a bowl of piss and crock. 

I decided to follow the little shit and he was an easy mark without a 
set of ears. With Bas eyes focused on wads of cash, I figured I was the last 
thing on his mind. 

It went without a hitch. The murder, of course. I jumped him from 
behind in the alleyway near his home and carved a hole in his brain just a 
little bigger than a silver dollar. And I made quite a profit, too. I 
netted close to a grand, and if the cash was any indication of just one 


day's work, I figured I'd been in the wrong profession for years. 


The newspapers quickly picked up the story and called it the most 
heinous crime of all time. Fortunately for me, however, there hadn't 
been any witnesses and the police would be searching for a profile in the 
mist. 

I took a leave of absence from the firm and learned the more astute 
tricks of the trade. It was a lot like whoring, only I didn't bend over 
and take it up the ass. 


Bookstores were the logical choice. It was where I'd been originally 
approached. At the rear of store was a guy much like me, looking at nude 
models in one of the photography books. 

It wasn't my style to corner them away from the crowd. Some of them 
were just plain ugly. 

The man ignored me. From the tug on his sleeve to the tap on his knee, he 
didn't even budge when I'd cleared my throat. He finally turned around when I 
jingled some change and I had my card outstretched for the introductions. 

He smiled at me, took the card in his hand, and muttered some obscene 
curse. Then he threw the card over his shoulder and continued to stare at the 
bevy of girls. You wanna talk about getting pissed!!! 

I shouldn't have pushed him and he shouldn't have pushed back. It had 
only brought out my blade. I stabbed his eyes, then made his tongue do the 
slide until it wriggled on the floor. While I pocketed his cash, I heard a 
mad dash from another with cards just like mine. 

When I finally caught him, he was trying to wave down a security patrol 
who'd been called away when their radios transmitted an emergency. The kid 


needed help fast, and I was just the guy to help him. 


My Mama always said that deaf people were "God's tricks," but two of them 
had bled easily in my hands. I didn't think there was anything magical about 
that. 

The vanity of the scam seduced me and I amassed a small fortune until the 
sores started to appear. Maybe it'd been the suppurating madness which pushed 


me over the edge, or maybe it was the blood. To this day I can't understand. 


As my condition worsened, I blamed the sores on the magic I'd once denied. 
If the deaf and dumb had done this to me, I'd reasoned, I'd cashed in on a 
terrible curse. 

My leprous state was a hindrance to my pretensions, although it seemed to 
make more of an impression with the charity and I actually attracted more 
wealth. As I raked in the dough, I saw another one steal the show, and this 
time it was only worse. I was once again the Scrooge, my rage a deluge, and 
I wanted to punish this little girl who begged. 

When she smiled at the kind man who dropped a donation in her hand, I let 
out a scream and found her throat. 

"What have you done?" I cried. "Haven't I killed enough of your kind, or 
do I have to wipe out your entire race?" 

They tore me off the girl before my blade did the swirl and the authorities 
didn't buy my story about black magic and revenge. The fact I had a weapon was 
more important than a few sores and I was booked for attempted murder and "moral 
fraud." 

They keep me in this goddamned room, now, and it's filled with rubber 
and stale piss. Then there's this incredible itch and I gotta stop the 
freaking scratching. 

This is worse than the quiet boil. The itch is going to eventually 
kill me. And their blood!!! I hate it and their dirty money. 

"I'm an insurance man," I've tried to tell them. "I have a firm in the 


city," but it's all wasted effort and I'm treated worse than the insane. 


I gotta keep washing until I get to the bone. Christ, I should've never 
touched those mutant bastards. I should've left them alone. 


The soap and water's never enough, and I gotta keep washing and dig deep. 


Washing...wash...and wash... 


A TWIST IN THE TALE 


Others do it 
with mirrors, 
Jason used 
his special 
bent 

to take it 
all in... 
face 

to face. 
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A MATTER OF GETTING USED TO IT tTr 
Macheral heads are laid out a4 
on the sidewalk. Homeless t+. 
are invited to sit on pillows +e 


provided for this daily repast. 
The President comes by 

strokes those scaley faces 
with his regal brush. It's 
dipped in the buttery sauce 

of old gunshot wounds. 


MARCEL. 


DAYS OF FORGIVENESS 


Jail ‘doors are flung open 
clang! bang! - FREE! 
Free Are We! is heard shouted 
from coast to coast. Donkeys’ 
dance for donuts and druggies 
uLT MAE: do two-steps as pistols pass 
A from police to prisoner. Free! 
a CY. Free Are We! as bullets 
OF fill the sky, bands bang 
drums and President Bush 
stands naked at Lincoln's 
knee while MTV's cameras 
zero in on his private parts. 
But Barbara appears, spreads 
Our Flag to cover the dead 
& Big Business bows its head. === 
Far more dangerous drugs 
are invented and spread. 
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put to survive 
I left 4 pody in 
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Tracy Lyn Rottkamp 
8 Mare Ln 
Commack, NY 11725 


The M&M Addict Attempts Suicide 


The old woman is a simpleton, they say. 
Wanting to die, she prays 

fervently to God for some way 

to become a member of The Other World. 
She is famous in this town 

for having attempted suicide 176 times, 
and having survived jumping out a 

seven story building with only a broken 
fingernail to show for it. 

She has made the rounds of physicians 
and achieved procuring prescriptions 
from every doctor in a 90 mile radius. 
But they are catching on to her tricks. 
So are the 22 drug stores. 

Now they have even denied her cough syrup. 
But she will find a way! 

Every day she will sit with her Bible 
and pray for deliverance. 

Now she has become so desperate that 

her mind is beginning to believe 

that her daily packs of M&M's are strong 
prescription drugs; the red ones are 
seconal, the brown ones are thorazine... 
She is a lunatic, they say... 

until one day-- 

wanting to die she kills herself 

with an overdose of Peanut M&M's. 

Six empty bags scattered round her head, 
and an empty glass of chocolate milk; 
the neighbors, of course, thought she i 
had only passed out. : 
But when the ambulance arrived 

they pronounced her four hours dead! 
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Poems? 


e We Reading the same 


perspective 


Mr. Holstad: 


she says 
it only takes 
one time to 
scar you 

for life. 
hell, 

as far as 

i'm concerned 
as soon as 
you're born 
you 

are scarred 
for life. 

she also 

says that 

i amina 
constant 
state of 
denial 

but i really 
don't think 
that's true. 


Your poems succeeded in offending everyone 
on our staff. You represent everything we despise 
in contemporary poetry; everything that is "wrong" 
with poetry today. We strongly suggest you seek 
counseling immediately in order to address your 
violent and misogynistic attitudes toward women. 


Sincerely, 


long arm of the law 


the assistant da 

at a loss for words 
appears at the 
county court in 

a nightcap demanding 
a prefrontal 
ducktail to be 
administered 

a la sunday 
afternoon ritualistic 
hanging without 

the benefit of 

a jury but 

having found that 
the weekend judge 
had been arrested 

on suspicion of 
conspiracy to commit 
fraudulent pedophilia 
he retracts his 
initial demand 


of pure 
unadulterated 
liquid jizz 
seen sight 

of ghostlike 
combustibles 
running like 
train tracks 
down an 

uneven slope 
of face 
staring at 

me absently 

in a facetious 
kind of way 


spoken 


a beautiful girl 


your eyes are , and slinks back spoke 
so blatantly to his suburban to me 
vacant my dear swamphouse to today 

do you dream engage in mutual thru 
of new world masturbation with little 


his television 


order political 
‘once again. 


persuasions 

when you put 

your underwear 

on 

because i can 

see slimy 
political rhetoric 
dripping down 

your legs. 


honey'd whispers 
dreaming icicles 
streams of words 
mouth 
moving 
saying much 
in little tones 
travelling passionately 
into distant lands 
far off hopes 
stranger's arms 


ScOTT C. HOLSTAD a 
eEveny ane CA 90209-3657 hoped for 
usA death 
told 
her 
wal secret. 
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Seneiemneitieanenenenr eo! MICROFORTUITY 


BAKED POEM ’ : 
ie The arose kept in fleeting form 
Dancing Hiding ‘ ' 

a pain A staircase sealed in descending 
like, And a white door, paint chipping 


down the traffic ways Declining downward. 

Dancing the last sense 

sarcastic. Backing up, bastarads in the door's way 
In a picture frame That aftertaste of whip's flight 

there was no painting Skimming, skimming tongue 

but a finger tip Following thirsty shadow through 


wiping, My gemstone's fateful sell. 
clearing the dust 
to other 18 stairs 
places. Cultivation of a measured floor 
Down, down, down, down to fall 
Dancing in the in and out Abortionist 
Never, no, never... Stared. 
A desert 
Dragging empty stumach The execrated smell of clocks 
through Undead 
these microscopic stones, To run on electric, not blood 
very small : To walk the power wire, not the boards. 
but many 
together become Microfortuity, you're a lovely cocoon 
gient slabs Matching aftertastes of time 
And more senses shall Perfect fits, no cracks, no skips. 
be spread the arose kept in fleeting form. 
over. 
A staircase sealed in descending 
But sharply Downward. 
stickin ~ a ‘ 
the aM Adrienne Deavi We 


but sharply... os 
and touches to the barrel 

bottom, 

touches to a slight sour ; 
tongue. Wns MA 
Tongue, a lizard-green/yellow $ 
Sickly baked, 

sickly baked skin. Ay 


A lizard slithered, 

withered, simmered @ 
Got cooked all through 

with the sun 

The sun, red sun swelled 


Red eyes 
I shall be over-done. > 


No dance of the 
ice tooth fairy 
A dirt-powder coverage 
Day, too dead, Nn 
Too dead to move. Q 
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IN THIS TIME OF DOWNWARD 
MOBILITY 


WHY IS THE FUTURE 
UNFOLDING SHIT? 


In This Time of Downward 
Mobility people must live with 
shrinking wallets and shrug off 
feelings of despair with good 
natured grins foodstamps and 
wonder how bad it really is. 


Be appalled at leaders you 
didn’t choose and angered by 
government you don’t want making 
rules for your behavior... 


Everyday. 


Alienated? Backed into a 
corner? So what if you didn’t 
ask for this you got it buster 
and nobody cares about you or 
your problems it’s your fault if 
you don’t fit into the system 
buddy and stop your bellyachin 
why dontchya do somethin quick 
before pigs with clubs beat your 
head in This Time of Downward 
Mobility guarantees you a rough 
ride mister unemployed so you 
want work okay we’ll keep your 
application on file. 


This is America after all we 
stole it from the Indians why, 
it’s the American Way...In This 
Time of Downward Mobility hey 
you stop fucking : 
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CONTROL DE JAULA . 
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"ain't life a bitch??" 


Dragonflies 


s 
they Clicit Pe Prehistori, 


boty i yet remember Ty— 


oF Pterodacty)~ " fear — i yet believe in Billy— 
G i yet cum 4 Mr. Martin— 
if wet dreams must persist; 
if passion must plague 
my young soul - aging heart— 
let it be 


that poet bhind the camera 
captures a certain sense 
of 

surrealism 

surpassed, perhaps, 

only by the japanese, 

but let it be a penis Shap & bentnlks: 
worth the wait € beat generation, 


| 
of another suck & fuck fantasy. inet 


aimless & depressed; 
& then clint squints— 
‘nam wild west style— 


if my soft anal flesh must quiver 
with anticipation/fulfillment/hope . . . 
if my brain must suffer 


suet 4i h 0 viva roma! 
Tom the never ending echoes Y viva el director, sergio | & 
of an ignorant world; Rik apols The Good, Ure diaahcies one tee 
NV an indifferent heaven eee 3756 viva tokyo, modern & vital 
YF let it be _Erie, PA 16508 sibiahehion : 
< } I i Kh but let it be ae ni Godzilla Vs. the Smog Monster 
\ A PA > worth the wait/the livin' hell over & over & over again! 
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FADE OUT 


Jay Woodman 


14 Hillfield 
Selby 

North Yorkshire 
YO8 OND 
ENGLAND 


Silver I drank 
From the cup of the moon - 
Love poisoned me 


When I was an itty bitty baby 
just a few days on from conception 
and still swimming in the juices 

slopping inside my mother, 


Ripe truit I ate 
From the bow! of the world - 
Today I am dying 


I was the same shape 
as an embryonic fish, 
and a little later on 
I looked more like a rabbit. 


Dreaming of luminous 
crabs - I am swimming 
in a pool in the dead 
of night, with these signs 
of Cancer expertly 
side-stepping all around 
me. Looking down, I 

can see them beneath 

my feet, treading water 
just out of reach of their 
pincers. Does their glow 
warn that they hold the 
power of the moon? If 
they all line up on one 
side of the pool, will I 
be caught on a rising 
tide, or left in the ebb? 


But some ancestral habit made me 
turn out to be me, and very 
different from even my own 
brother, who is not a chicken. 


THE DEVILS SHARE 


In the sky there was a flash, 
God made a desperate dash 
for the air raid shelter. 


He shook Satan by the hand, 
said "You know, I can't stand 
it when missiles go helter 


skelter across my domain! 
I think it's time, once again, 
to show those humans who is boss. 


But they're so blind, I've come to Hell 
to beg a helping hand." "Well" 
said Satan, "I don't give a toss, 


unless you'd care to make a deal 
to assure me you won't steal 
my share of the credit." "Fine" 


said God, "You can have half of each 
man's mind, if you think you can reach 
it, but the other half is mine." 


Ange! Bust 


Down in Largo, Florida, the book-bumers 
and witchhunters are tightening in a circle 
around hapless SCREW contributor 
Michael Christopher Diana, as the 23- 
year-old, self-publishing cartoonist has 
been charged with three misdemeanor 
counts of publishing and advertising lewd 
and obscene material. 

Prosecutors are targeting two issues of 
Boiled Angel, a Xeroxed, hand-stapled 
“zine that features Diana's crude, fanciful 
depictions of sadism, sodomy, serial mur- 
der, child molestation, satanic animal tor- 
ture, etc. Some stories are inspired by his 
Own experiences with perverted priests on 
a bunghole rampage; he faithfully repro- 
duces every news clipping he can find on 


0 Ro oo 


such cases, as well as obituaries of young 
men who have snuffed themselves. 

The mag also publishes “fiction” by 
G.J. Schaefer, a convicted murderer lan- 
guishing in a Florida jail who has gar- 
nered national tabloid media attention for 
his florid death pormography. 

Witchhunter General/Assistant State 
Attomey Stuart Baggish claims Diana and 
Boiled Angel aren't entitled to First 
Amendment protections. The St. Peters- 
burg Times quotes Bagpish as saying, 
“The First Amendment was framed and 


never contemplated for the protection of 
obscene material, the contents of which 
weaken the moral fiber of society.” 

Diana’s *zine, which enjoys a circula- 
tion of barely 300, has landed him in hot 
water before. In 1990, agents with the 
Florida Department of Law Enforcement 
put Diana on their list of suspects in the 
gruesome Gainesville co-ed murders, 
claiming there were similarities between 
Diana's published psycho-sexual mean- 
derings and actual details of the slayings. 

As Diana told the Florida paper, the 
cops eventually dismissed him as a sus- 
pect, but not before telling him that he 
had a bad attitude. “They told me not 
publish anymore. Then I did, and | think 
that’s why they’ ve charged me now.” 

Baggish claims the clear and present 
danger presented by Boiled Angel—that 
someone might see its surreal murder sce- 
narios and would then attempt to act them 
out—makes it necessary to seek the maxi- 
mum punishment for Diana: jail time. 

At the April 20 hearing, Diana pleaded 
not guiky while crackpot protesters led by 
a self-professed “grandmother of six” car- 
ried signs reading “Sex with Children?” 
and “Barbeque Boy Sauce?”, references 
to themes in Boiled Angel. 

If found guilty of all three charges, the 
young artist faces three years in prison 
and $3000 in fines. Prosecutors say they 


Diana has turned to the Comic Book 
Legal Defense Fund for help; donations 


he was fired from his job as a janitor for 


will seek two years in jail, one year of 
probation, a fine and an order restricting 


the Pinellas County School Board in 1990 


and letters of support can be directed to 
P.O. Box 5254, Largo, FL 34649-5254. 


after he was caught using the copier to 


Diana from having any contact with chil- 
dren or going near schools. They're also 
asking for a complete psychological eval- 


uation and treatment. 


produce one of the same editions of 


Boiled Angel he's been charged over. 
Now he's working in his Dad’s grocery 


store, selling beer to the local crack com- 


munity to cool their heads with. 


SPREAD THE WORD 


Diana, in the typical fashion of anyone 
associated with SCREW besides Al 
Goldstein, has a string of hard-luck tales: 


Artist pleads not guilty to obscenity charge 


Warping AS-D 


